SOME LETTERS OF
enveloping flower of the air, with the scent thereof. The twentieth century dates from yesterday, and we are its chosen; if not as signs set in the heavens of its glory, at least as morning birds that carolled to it, mindless of the seductive and quite palpable worm.
More later — brutally busy.
W------
To Daniel Gregory Mason
[CHICAGO, October 23, 1895.] DEAR DAN:
I have so far made but miserly return for that bully long letter you wrote in the purpureal flush of reconciliation and renascent duality — or let me say, and try to think, trinity — with the Bard. If you knew the beast Chicago, the pawing and glaring of it, you would not find me hard to forgive. I have been in the condition of the Kluger Schneiderlein in the bear-pit: it has taken all my frightened dexterity to keep out of the jaws of the creature. Now that I have learned its ways a trifle, and can make it crack my nuts and dance to my fiddling, the first use I make of my loosened faculties is to beg forgiveness for past
32o bloom of some sudden impalpablereen the aching sense. For another thing it is absorbing — crude juice of life — intellectual and social protoplasm.
